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bank of the Tigris. He goes across the Maude Bridge and
along Al-Rashid Street. The traffic is stopped. Gars,
carriages, country carts, horses, and an occasional camel draw
in to the side of the road and wait for the King to go past.

He comes preceded by two policemen on motor-bicyles,
and, if you are quick, you can see, as his car passes, a slight
figure sitting back dressed in khaki and wearing sun-glasses.
It is a modest enough procession, and in an Eastern city a
good object lesson in punctuality; and as I watched the King
go by, my mind turned back to Feisal, wondering what he
would have said could he have foreseen this in the days when
he and Lawrence talked revolt in the desert among the
palm-trees of Wadi Safra.

One morning, as soon as the King had passed, I took
another taxi to Babylon. I walked over the mounds and
explored the ruins of the Temple of Marduk, the ziggurat
of Babylon.

When the Germans were digging, they discovered two
puzzling underground rooms behind the sanctuary. Pro-
fessor Koldewey believed them to be the dormitories in which
those seeking the Oracle, or hoping for a dream-cure,
spent the night. It was there, he said, that Alexander's
generals kept an all night vigil while their leader lay dying of
fever.

Of all the events that have happened in Babylon, there
is not one, I think, which touches the imagination more than
the death of young Alexander, a man not yet thirty-three,
who had created a new world in twelve years. Con-
temporary records of his career were written by his
generals, his admiral, his doctor, his road surveyors, and
the pilot of his fleet, but these have all perished; and though
the later histories on which we rely paint him merely as a
soldier, something outside literature has preserved the rare
splendour of his spirit. Any Arab in the desert can tell you
a story of Iskander Dhu '1 Qarnain, Alexander " the two-
horned ": in the mountains of Persia, in India, and in his
own Macedonia, the peasants still speak of him, and, though
their tales may have grown more marvellous with the years,
they perpetuate the memory of one who became a legend even
in his own short life-time.